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but, after awhile, its rocking motion becomes slower 
and then stops altogether, as the Andante, with its 
varied rhythm, returns, this time ornamented by 
flowing passages of demi-semiquavers for the violins, 
which presently attend it, also, with an independent 
and strongly-contrasted theme. The Andante is 
worked out at some length, before the Allegro re- 
turns, and is again heard in the original form as 
a prelude to the Coda, in which the first theme of 
the Allegro assumes prominence. To the best of our 
knowledge this inspiriting and capital overture has 
not yet been played in England, but we venture to 
say that, when heard, it will stimulate a desire to 
know more of Dvorak's orchestral works outside the 
limited sphere of Slavonic Rhapsodies and such like. 

In conclusion, has it not appeared from the rapid 
and superficial examination now ended that Dvorak 
is a well-ordered composer, though imaginative and 
bold? He is not one of those who ride Pegasus 
without a bridle, and allow the winged horse to fly 
whither he will in the realms of space. On the con- 
trary, Dvor6ak, while not the slave of rule and method, 
submits to those laws of his art which have come 
down to him sanctified by the allegiance of all the 
great sons of music. To such men-progressive yet 
conservative-we must look, and for their " long con- 
tinuance and increasing " we should hope and pray. 

" PAST HOURS." * 
MANY years ago, when-to the young men of the 

day at least-poetry was represented by Byron and 
music by Rossini, the small number of dissenters 
from the prevailing faith had but few opportunities 
of stating their convictions; for to be out of the 
fashion was considered eccentric, and it always saves 
trouble when we seem to sail with the stream. Music 
-with which our journal is immediately concerned- 
meant the Opera, the Opera meant the Italian Opera, 
and Italian Opera meant the works of Rossini and 
his imitators; so that persons desirous of hearing 
compositions of a different school of writing were 
compelled to seek them at the very few concerts of 
classical music which were then given, or to organise 
performances in their own houses. Those, however, 
who have lived through that time to the present find 
that the music which was fashionable in their young 
days no longer rules the hour; and that the so-called 
lovers of the lyrical drama who regard Italian Opera 
and Italian singing as it used to be regarded are now 
decidedly in the minority. It can scarcely be won- 
dered at, then, that this minority occasionally speaks 
out, and endeavours to prove to the rising generation 
that what is believed to be development is, in fact, 
but decadence of the art. So long as these com- 
plaints are uttered by private individuals in con- 
versation, or scattered through the ephemeral litera- 
ture of the day, but small attention may be given to 
them; but when they are put forth in two volumes 
written by an artist, and that artist one who by her 
charming vocalisation in the very music she so much 
admires has earned a fame which lives in the memory 
even after her decease, we feel that we are bound to 
listen. We need scarcely remind our readers that 
the authoress of the work under notice is one of a 
gifted family almost every member of which has 
obtained a world-wide celebrity. Adelaide Kemble- 
as we still delight to call her-by reason perhaps of 
her true artistic nature, rather than of her command- 
ing vocal qualifications, achieved so marked a suc- 
cess on the operatic stage as to attract all London 
to her performances; and those who have a vivid 

recollection of her Norma will assuredly agree with 
us in our high estimate of her powers. After her 
short career on the stage, as Mrs. Sartoris her name 
often appeared in literature; her house became the 
resort of the most eminent literary and artistic men 
of the day; and in the preface to the book before us 
her daughter speaks of the "pleasant memories of 
happy hours passed in the company of one whose 
large sympathies and greatness of soul never failed 
to attract and bring out all that was best and most 
noble in every one who approached her." That 
music was her passion is evident by the collection 
of stories and sketches in " Past Hours," all of which 
-with the exception of "Judith"-have before ap- 
peared in print; but, as we have already hinted, it 
is (as far as Operas, at least, are referred to) the 
music of the Italian school to which she clings, 
curiously enough, however, excepting the composi- 
tions of Verdi. It may indeed be said by many who 
desire to read the works of so accomplished a writer 
for their purely literary merit that the subject of 
music occasionally appears somewhat dragged in; for 
even in " Medusa" and "Judith," neither of which in 
reality need have anything whatever to do with the art, 
both the concert-room and the Opera are prominently 
brought forward; in the former tale the hero meeting 
the mysterious Medusa at a concert in St. James's Hall, 
and in the latter one of the principal characters 
being killed by her inexorable patron, who, in conse- 
quence of her having a sympathetic voice and strong 
poetical feeling, forces her upon the stage, having 
made up his mind that she shall be a prima donna. 
But although the authoress thus shows her wish to 
give a musical colour even to her more important 
stories, she is also determined that her opinions 
shall be definitely put forth; and accordingly, in the 
" Recollections of the Life of Joseph Heywood, and 
some of his Thoughts about Music," and also in 
" Madame de Monferrato," she speaks out pretty 
freely about the music of the time. Joseph Heywood 
certainly mentions the delight he experienced in his 
youthful days when listening to the compositions of 
" Beethoven, Mozart, Haydn, and old Corelli "; but 
in operatic music he evidently especially admires the 
works of Rossini and Bellini. When given a box at 
the Opera he says, " I remembered very distinctly 
the Italian music I had heard years ago-the bril- 
liant effects and grand finish of Rossini, the agreeable 
vein of melody, somewhat poorly worked out, but 
always charming in sentiment, of Bellini-and I 
hoped to have all these delightful recollections 
delightfully revived." But this is what he heard: 
"I only know that there was a husband and wife 
who bawled a hideous duet at each other, with the 
veins in their throats swollen till I thought they 
would burst, and their eyes starting out of their 
heads at their own screams-and a mother who 
bawled because she had wanted to burn somebody 
else's baby, and then by a very unaccountable mis- 
take, had put her own baby on the fire instead; and 
then there was a man with the most extraordinary 
lungs I ever heard who bawled for an hour together 
at the same pitch because his mother was going to 
be burned." And he afterwards speaks of a little 
lull at the conclusion, "where the lady who has 
burned the children goes to sleep, and therefore is 
obliged to cease bawling for a few seconds; and there 
were two pretty romances sung in lucid intervals by 
the tenor, one at the beginning, and the other at the 
end, when he is shut up in a tower." As this is 
evidently a criticism upon "Il Trovatore," we may 
conclude what is our authoress's opinion of Verdi; 
although we trust that she did not forget, when she 
thus speaks through Mr. Heywood, how in her own 
favourite part of Norma she "bawled " because she 

* "Past Hours." By Adelaide Sartoris (Adelaide Kemble). Richard 
Bentley and Son. 
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wanted to stab two babies, and assuredly the tenor 
also "bawls" pretty roundly, although perhaps not 
" for an hour together," because his wife is going to 
be burned. In " Madame de Monferrato " the same 
feelings for Italians and Italian music is expressed. 
"When I was singing," says the ex-/rimna donna, 
"to that silent London public, so well bred, so 
inanimate, so respectable, and so oppressive, how 
I remember longing for my beloved Italians, who 
would have pelted me for a false note, but who 
would take the horses out of the carriage and draw 
it home themselves in triumph after a great success; 
people who really cared, and made you really care, 
for what you did." We can well forgive, and even 
deeply sympathise with, the authoress of this book 
for lingering over the days when the Italian Opera 
was at least a reality, especially as we remember 
that her greatest success was achieved in the music 
of Bellini on the lyrical stage. But the excessive 
literary merit displayed in " Past Hours" almost 
makes us regret that she should force upon critics 
the necessity of discussing the value of her musical 
opinions. When, for example, Joseph Heywood 
speaks of " Callcott's and Horsley's charming glees," 
it must be remembered that the "part-song " has to 
a great extent superseded these somewhat artificial 
effusions; and in expressing his regret that tenors 
cannot now execute the ultra-florid music of Rossini 
and Bellini, he forgets to ask whether such composi- 
tions are now in demand. Our readers will see that 
we have been compelled, from circumstances, to dis- 
cuss the weaker part of Mrs. Sartoris's book; but 
the charm of her style and truthful delineation of 
character cannot fail to ensure for " Past Hours " a 
large circle of admirers. H. C. L. 

IN Douglas Jerrold's drama, " Black-eyed Susan," 
when the crew of the ship to which the hero belongs 
give evidence as to his good qualities in the trial 
scene, one of his messmates informs the court that 
he " plays the fiddle like an angel." Now, although 
we may reasonably doubt whether a common sailor 
can arrive at such an ideal state of perfection as this, 
it can readily be understood that even a tolerably 
skilled violinist would be certain of an attentive 
audience after a day's hard work at sea. Whether 
this would equally apply on land, or whether the 
talent of the player was not up to the required stan- 
dard, we cannot say; but in the account of a visit to 
the " Old Men's Ward" of a workhouse, recently 
published in a morning contemporary, an old pauper 
who amused himself, and tried to amuse others, with 
his violin, seems to have created but little sympathy 
amongst his companions. When his "old lady" died, 
he told the visitor at the workhouse, he took up his 
violin, and felt such an " in-spi-ration " that in less 
than a month he could play " a'most anything on it." 
Being reproved for being ambitious enough to perform 
operatic airs, he burst out with pardonable artistic 
energy : " Talk about me," he said, " playing quiet little 
tunes, sir, I can't do it. I should be unworthy of the 
gift if I tried to do it. They laugh at me when I tell 'em 
so, but when I get the bow in my hand, sir, and get a 
bit warm, it's like grasping a sword in a manner of 
speaking, and I seem to be fighting and overcoming 
all my enemies." It is evident, however, that he did 
not overcome his enemies in the workhouse, for the 
number of complaints of his performance had driven 
the poor old fellow almost mad. " There isn't one of 
'em that has got any more ear for music than a 
kangaroo," he said in one of his fits of temper; and, 
indeed, at least in his actions, he seems to have 
rivalled Hogarth's " Enraged Musician," for he had 
already hit one of the old men over the head with his 

violin, and " knocked him off the form." It is sad to 
think that the only consolation of this pauper's 
declining years should inflict such misery upon those 
around him; but it is evident that even paupers take 
the liberty of defining the difference between noise 
and music, and will insist upon it that the "Old 
Men's Ward " shall be ruled by Bentham's maxim, 
" the greatest happiness of the greatest number." 

A SHORT time ago we were informed by the prin- 
cipal of an eminent firm that the art of cutting glass 
to such perfection as we occasionally see in the drops 
of old chandeliers is completely lost. Persons now, 
he said, like showy articles that will look well in a 
drawing-room; and although they must be good of 
their kind, their possessors care not to hand them 
down from generation to generation as portions of 
the family property: in other words, expensive and 
highly elaborate glass-cutting "won't pay." Now 
this is, of course, a very good mercantile reason why 
work should be comparatively of an inferior cha- 
racter; but as it is of the utmost importance that 
specimens of the skill and talent of our forefathers 
should be kept before us, let us do honour to those 
enthusiasts in the cause whose monetary necessities 
do not compel them to think so much of what the 
people want as what they ought to have. Viewed in 
this light, then, the many Amateur Musical Societies 
which have recently grown around us chiefly for the 
purpose of making the public acquainted with the 
grand but neglected creations of the composers who 
have passed away, are deserving of the highest en- 
couragement. Mr. Joseph Barnby's Choir, Mr. 
Henry Leslie's Choir, the Bach Society, the London 
Musical Society, and several others, including some 
excellent Suburban Associations, have already made 
us familiar with compositions of the existence of 
which many music-lovers, even, were not previously 
aware. In these we may study the art-workmanship 
of a day when men toiled for the honour and glory of 
their calling; and even if we see no necessity for 
throwing our thoughts into the idiom of the time, or 
even of cultivating the profound contrapuntal know- 
ledge displayed in their compositions, let us at least 
take a lesson from their pure artistic enthusiasm. 
Carlyle said that in the present day " Art is wielding 
a feeble, watery pencil." May we not, by com- 
parison with the work of the past, endeavour to 
ascertain whether there is really any truth in this 
assertion. 

SAD results often follow when a clever theorist sud- 
denly resolves to becomes practical. Many persons, 
for example, have poetically associated musical 
sounds with colours-even going so far as to assert 
that a certain note invariably suggests a certain 
colour-and we all know the story of the blind man 
who invariably coupled the sound of a trumpet with 
scarlet. From America now comes the news that a 
resident of the backwoods has resolved to make some 
tangible use of this idea by constructing a " colour 
organ." Thus, we are told " when C was depressed 
a flood of red light was thrown upon a ground glass 
screen suspended above the organ. Running up the 
scale, the colours appeared in the following order: 
red, orange red, orange, orange yellow, yellow, yellow 
green, green, bluish green, blue, violet blue, violet, 
violet red, and red again." The apparatus, it appeared, 
was simple in construction, " the pressing of a key 
uncovering a hole from which the sunlight streamed 
through a bit of coloured glass upon the screen." To 
test the inventor's assertion that beauty in music 
would be reflected by a corresponding beauty in 
colour, the narrator of the tale says, " I played a few 
chords; the effect was pretty. I then played some 

This content downloaded from 128.235.251.160 on Thu, 22 Jan 2015 00:50:59 AM
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp

	Article Contents
	p. 239
	p. 240

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Musical Times and Singing Class Circular, Vol. 22, No. 459 (May 1, 1881), pp. 225-280
	Front Matter [pp. 225-228]
	Verdi's Opera "Simon Boccanegra" at the Scala of Milan [pp. 229-230]
	The Great Composers, Sketched by Themselves. No. X. Berlioz (Continued) [pp. 230-234]
	Mr. Pepys the Musician (Continued) [pp. 234-236]
	The Music of Anton Dvorák. (Second Article)
[pp. 236-239]
	Review: untitled [pp. 239-240]
	Occasional Notes [pp. 240-241]
	Royal Italian Opera [pp. 241]
	Royal Albert Hall Choral Society [pp. 241-242]
	Sacred Harmonic Society [pp. 242]
	Crystal Palace [pp. 242-243]
	Monday Popular Concerts [pp. 243]
	Philharmonic Society [pp. 243-244]
	The Bach Choir [pp. 244]
	Royal Academy of Music [pp. 244-245]
	London Musical Society [pp. 245]
	Opera Comique [pp. 245-246]
	Music in Manchester [pp. 246]
	Miscellaneous Concerts, Intelligence, &c. [pp. 246-248+255-257]
	Pieces with Sacred Words
	The Son of God Goes Forth to War. Arranged to St. Ann's Tune, with Organ Obbligato [pp. 249-252]
	God so Loved the World. Full Anthem [pp. 253-254]

	Reviews
	Review: untitled [pp. 258]
	Review: untitled [pp. 258]
	Review: untitled [pp. 258-259]
	Review: untitled [pp. 259]
	Review: untitled [pp. 259]
	Review: untitled [pp. 259-260]
	Review: untitled [pp. 260]

	Foreign Notes [pp. 260-262]
	Correspondence
	Church Oratorio [pp. 262]
	A Plea for the Harmonium [pp. 262]
	Russian Themes in Beethoven's Quartets [pp. 262]
	A Hint to Composers and Publishers [pp. 262-263]

	Brief Summary of Country News [pp. 263-267]
	Obituary [pp. 267]
	Back Matter [pp. 268-280]



